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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Poignant as beauty on swift feet of flame. 
It paused . . . was gone . . . most delicate 
Moment of delight. 

SHADOW 

Like the flickering shadow 

Of birds flying 

Over a wide meadow, 

Something passes; 

Some forgotten or untold 

Dream flies over, 

Its wings brushing 

Lightly against me, as rushing 

Fingers of wind touch clover 

And bending grasses. 

I am cold 

With the shadow of something dying. 

AS YOU ARE NOW 

Under golden boughs that lean and drift 
You lift your head, and ripples of light 
Touch the leaves till they quiver, 
Reaching down in a motionless 
Unachieved caress. 
The branches ache with their desire, 
And the wind holds its breath. 
The moment dies in a shiver 
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Of icy fire — eternity and death. 
Then leaves fall softly on your head. 



NOCTURNE 



The moonlit hill 
And the black trees 
Where a hidden bird 
Sings and is still — 
Even these 
Leave me unstirred. 

I am hidden deep, 
Like the secret bough 
Of a tree in leaf. 
I am safe asleep — 
What can touch me now 
Of joy or grief? 

For night and noon 
The sky is shut, 
The winds are dumb; 
Behind the moon 
No gates are cut 
For the winds to come. 

Could wind from the moon 
Sweep down until, 
Like a winter tree, 
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